POEM 


MEMORY 


M-” Timothy Crulſo, 


Late MrnisTEr of the Gosper; 


Who departed this Life Novemb. 26. 1697. 


By F. S.. 


annrnnnenn Quis talia fando 
Temperet 2 Lachrymus ? ----o---- Virgil. 


LONDON, 


Printed by F. D. for Andrew Bell at the Croſs-keys and Bible 
in Cornhil near Stocks- Market, MDCKCVII. 
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A POEM, Ke. 


o all be Poers: then ſopinely Doze? © 
D Will none A Funcral-Verſe for Thee compoſe? Y 
Fot Thee, Bieſt CR USD, whoſe furviving Fame 
Calls for a Gonius worthy ſuch 'a Theme * 
Shall only Heroes live in Elegies ? 
None weep ih Pocnas when a Prophet dies ? 
Shall Scriblers, woid- of 'Revertnce and Shame, 
With Nonſenc blur thy Venerable Name 2 
Strow Weeds inſtead of Flow'rs upon thy Herfe ? 
And wrong thy fileat Dalt with barbarous Verſe? 
And can thy Pious Friends look voldly 'on ? 
And is there hone fo'Jaſt? fo Fairhful none, 
Thy Bed of Clay with:Odors! to perfume, 
And ſhed hawtionious Sorrows tound thy Tornb ; 
Where Nature feertis the 'T'akent to refaſe, 
Or Art neet'touch'd the yet unpolift'd Muſe, © 
Ev'n Indigaation mipht a Verſe produce: 7 
Can ſuch Neglect e're find a juſt Bxcub? 
Yet would we wacher think the «dreadful Blow 
Which in «hy Death they felt, has ftcan'd *em fo, 
That, ſcarce avtoyerid from the Tad” Strpiize , © 
They chitk anc whuriche owe thy Excquies. = 

| A 2 | O may 


[ 4 1 
O may that Heav'nly Muſe, that did inſpire 

The Royal Propher's Soul with Sacred Fire, 

And taught khiny how to tune his moutnful Lyres, 
And monrnful Voice” to Sorrows melting Strains, 
When he of. 7/rael's Princes Death complains ; | 
' When he his Jonathan's lov'd Name commends, 2 
Dear Jonathan, the beſt of Men; the beftof Friends : 
O may that Heavenly Muſe my Boſom: fill! _ 


Diffuſe through all my Soul; her. wond*rous Skill ! 


' While in ſofc Numbers I attempe to'tell - 

Tne Grief that wounds: our'Engliſh: wars ; 
Who mils a beauteous- Star,, that did appeai 
With noted Splendor in opus. + ; 
Joſt had ic climb'd tg'its Meridian Height; « 
Then diſappear'd, and veil 'd-t$'uſeful Light * p'> | 
We hop'd .( Ah vainly ig Boas Vis _m_ 
Extenſive Luſtre, and ſweet Influence : > + t 
But ſoon it vaniſh'd.,,-for the Powers Divine 

Bid it retire, that firſt had bid /3r-ſhine. 1114 
Alas! haw.:ſoon's the. ſhort-liv'd [Glory fled! 
(RUS 0 is number'd too among. the Detd ! - 


BY 4 ® * ; - w 
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Ofc has the Milky ,Road of late been trac'd -* : 


By Heay'n's ;returning Envoys; -who have 'giac'd: - ©! - 


With ſhining , Steps, the. high. Echereal Way, 
While we. in, vain haye beggd:their longer Stay. 
The 
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LE #3 
The Reverend Anmeſly, Vincent, Mather, Cole, | 
Whoſe Glorious Names ſhine in Life's Sacred Roll, 
'Mong the Friumphant Followers of the Lamb, 
Sur lately to che Realms of Glory came ; 
And CRUSO now, another Man of God, 
To the lame Blils the ſame bright Path has trod. 


.O Happy Squls, we envy not your Gain, 
Who on Celeſtial Thrones ſecurely Reign, 
There reap the fruit of all your Toil and Pain ; 
Yet 'ris but Juſt we of our Loſs complain. 
So when the Seer to Heay'nly Manſions flew, 
And Flaming Steeds his Lightning Chariot drew, 
His lonely Servant ſtruck with deep Surprize, 
Purſu'd the Radiant Track with wondering Eyes, 
My Father, (loud he cry'd ) My Father's fled, 
In Iſrael's (hariat unto Glory led. 


Ah could we but Eliſha's Portion find, 


Our Prophets Sacred Mantles left behind, 
Their Spiric doubled on their hopeful Sons, 
We ſhould baye:teaſon to reſtrain our Moans: 


O London ! with. what Grace haſt thou been Crownd! 


| Long haſtthou heard che2Jubil-Trumper's ſound ; 


Our Britiſh Siaz Thou , the. bleſt Abode | 
Of J/rael's Prophets, and of Iſrael's God: — 
B To 


[6 ] 
To Thee our Prieſts, to Thee our Tribes repair, ' 
In nimerous Crowds to offer-Praiſe and Pray'r; 
Hleav'n ſmiles on Thee with ſuch Indulgent Rays, 
Thy Walls Salvation, and thy Gates are Praiſe. 
But fear leſt Judgments fill up Mercy's place, 
And Days of Vengeance follow Tears of Grace ; 
No longer Heav'n provoke by daring Crimes, 
To cloud with threatning Storms thy Halcyon Times. 
By Tears prevent the Judgments that impend, 
Mark well the Signs that Gloomy Scenes portend ; 
How faſt thy Prophets have to Heav nxecir'd ; 
Witch what Litigious Heats are others fir d! 
The Meſſengers of Peace themlelves contend 
Their Maſter's ſeamleſs Coat unkindly rend, - 
Ah! where will theſe uncomely Diſcords end. 


Can no kind Hands the Widening Breach repair, 
By ſage Advice, by ſoftning Tears and Pray'r, 
No Balm in Gilead ? no Phyſician there * 


Bur tell me You, who Bleſſed CRUSO knew; 
And catch'd the Drops of 'that Celeſtial Dew - 
His Words diftill'd, who the ſweet Manna found, 
That Food of Angels he diſpers'd around ; 

Tell me what Art, what{Colours can expres 
That ſweet, that humble, -and that grave Addreſs, 
That graceful Voice, that unaffeRted' Air 


Of Piety his Countenance did wear. 
: How 
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LHÞ: 
How ſound his'J adgment! how mature his Though! 
His Notions to whar juſt Perfection brought ! 
No faunting Rhetorick in a ſwelling Style 
His Hearers did with empty Noiſe beguile ! 
Such weighty Senſe in his Diſcourſes reiga'd , 
The Learned and che Wile Improvement oain'd ; 
Yet in ſuch eaſy Language he would Preach, 
Thar Traths Sublime toop'd down to Vulgar Reach, 
His Speech polite , heryous his Eloquence ; 
Not big with airy Words, but big with Senſe : 
For bright Ideas, rang'd wich curious Skill, 
His Mind wich Light, his Heart wich Warmth did fill, 
And from his Mouth in decent Order flow'd, 
While every Soul chat heard, with Pious Ardor glow'd. 
Zcal mix'd with Knowledg,cun'd his charming Tongue, 
And on his Lips Suadela's. Graces hung. 
Now he Prophetick Oracles unſeal'd, 
Myſterious Symbols and Dark Types unveil'd : 
Obſcurer "Truths; in Parables involy'd , 
Expos'd to Light, and dubious Texts reſolv'd. 
Now he wonld Sin's Deformity expoſe, 
And all the Terrors of the Law diſcloſe : 


Mount Sinai ſeem'd again-to flaſh and quake, 


— Clouds deeply charg'd with Awful 'Fhunder brake ; 


Men dead in Sins would. at his Voice awake : d 
Cer'd Confciences his powerful Words have felt; 


And Rlinty. Hearts woald ofcen read and melt, 


Now 


EF2 


Now into bleeding Souls with Art Divine 

He'd pour both healing Oyl, and cleanſing Wine : 
Now ſhew the Glories of Redeeming Love, 
Deſcribe the Saviour's Croſs below,and Throne above. 
© how he touch'd each Movement of the Mind ! 
Could various Paſſions gently looſe or bind ! 
Raiſe mild Aﬀetions, Riffling Thoughts appeaſe! 
He knew both how to profit and to pleaſe : 
Could all the Sonl's Internal Springs employ ;. 
Drown us in Tears, diffolve us all in Joy. 

In Prayer how full of Fervor, how reſign'd ! 

How lowly the Proftrations of his Mind ! 

To what ſweet Raptures pious Minds he'd raiſe, 
When to his God he breath'd his Sont in Praiſe ! 
His Towring Soul to Heav'n would take her flight, N 
And dip her Plumes in boundleſs Flouds of Light, 
Praifing, as if her Faith were turn'd to'Sight. 

Kind Anpels, 'who are always hovering o're 
Aſſembled Saints, while they their God adore, 
Applauding, clap'd their Sver Wings for joy, 
To find ourHeav'n below fo hke their H:y'n on high. 


Once all thefe Graces that'in {RW SO ſhone, 
Could make us Glad, but now they make us Groan, 
And Groan the more thar all this Glory's gone 
Before declining Age prefunvd' to ſpread 
Her Threatning Snow upon his Reverend Head. 
Who 
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Who with like Grace ſhall now ſupply his Room, 


Since he has chang'd his Pulpit for 2 Tomb? 


_ Pity! ch Jewels ſhould be laid i in Duſt ; 


But we Unworthy are, and Heav'n 0 is "mY 

Ah! char his Tongue ſhould now i in | Silence dwell, 
That ſpoke ſuch wondrous T hings, and ſpoke nr well ; 
Thar” "hoſe bleſt Lips which Myſtick Truths reveald, 
Should now with mortal Sleep be ſhur and ſeal d! ! 
Inſatiate Death! how ofc dot thou devour 
Long Years of Study in one fatal Hour ! 
So have we ſometimes ſeen a goodly Tree, 
Improv d by Time ro full Maturity ; b-- | 
Array'd with Leaves, wich Fruic profuſely crown'd, 
Irs ſhady Arms expanded widely round ; LL 
Fay irs Fellows rear its Head on high, 
When lo a farious Storm rolls up the Sky ; | 
Rends all the Boughs, and ftrows the Fruit around, 


Tears vp the Roots, and throws it to the Ground. 
Oo - z - 


Yer when ( bleſt Saine) che Prince of Terrors Guard 
His Ducky Shades Oe thy Expiring Head, | 
And Crowding Horrors hoverd round hy Bed ; 
Thy Conſcience calm, , thy Thoughts were all ſerene, 
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-, 


Thou knew thy Heart. and Hands and Robes were clean,( 


Waſh'd in thy Saviour $ Blood from Every ſtain); J 
And could'fi with Joy look Tuſtice 1 in the Face, 
Seared upon a ſmiling Throne of Grace. 

C 


Fw} 
| And FY "BY mould' ring Body lies i in | Duſt 
Thy nobler Soul! 's inchron 'd among the Juſt ; | 
Weary of this low World, ſhe's fled away | 
To the bright Regions of Eternal Day: | 
In that [Immortal Light ſhe guilds her Wings, 
Always Admires,” and Praiſes, Loves and Sings; 
There Seraphs teach her their Celeſtial Airs, 
To fing with ſuch a Voice and Grace as theirs? 


Nor ſhall thy Body always Sleeping lie, 
But know what 'tis to Riſe, as well as Die. 
The Parted Atoms ſhall again rejoin, 

In a New Mould be caſt by Hands Divine ; 

Thy Clay refin'd, a Heavenly Form ſhall wear; 
Bright as the Mid- day Sun, as Angels fair 3 ; 
Again be j join 'd to thy Expeding Mind, 

In cloſe Embraces neer to be untwin'd. 

No Ahn chal oppreſs hy Labouring Breath} 
Bur thou ſhalt Triumph o're Imperious Death; 

| Gbalr far: no Danger, feel no Torturing Pains 
Thy Eyes ſhall know 1 no Tears, thy Soul no Stain: 
Thy Joys be always ripe, yer always bloom, | 
No Clouds ecliple, nor Time thy Joys conlume ; 
But Tides of Bliſs deluge t thy wond' ring | Soul, 
And Deathleſs, Pleaſures in Eternal Circles roll. 


An 
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An EPITAPH 


Preacher Pius, Learned, Humble, Wiſe, ? 
Who knew with wond'rous Art how to diſpenſe 
Paul's Dofrine in Apollo's Eloquence, 

Under this Stone in eaſy Slumbers lies, 

Till God ſhall of his Duft a Struftare frame, 


Immortal as his Soul, and as his Name. 


